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reflected as in a mirror. It was the face of a mummy
which looked back at him. Wounded to death, he crept
back through the village, and no man knew the old, old
man to be the strong handsome youth who had run down
the street an hour before. So he toiled wearily back, till
he reached the shore, and here he sat sadly on a rock,
and called loudly on the turtle. But she never came
back any more, but instead, death came soon, and set
him free. But before that happened, the people who
saw him sitting lonely on the shore had heard his story,
and when their children were restless they used to tell
them of the good son who from love to his parents had
given up for their sakes the splendour and wonders of
the palace in the sea, and the most beautiful woman in
the world besides. ,................-